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Author's Notes: 
This is honestly just part of a series of fanfictions I've written in my free time as a way To, er, satisfy my 
immense craving for John Frusciante, so if you fancy the fuck out of the guy too, then you might enjoy this. 


Warning: detailed/graphic! 


John entered the dimly-lit room. The backstage lighting was low and soft with a yellow tint, and it shone on his 


form like a ray from Heaven. 


Gig over, he strode with an aura of exhausted pride and euphoria, his baggy combat jeans sat low on his waist, 
showing hints of a v-line on either side of his hips, the rich lighting defining his muscles. 

Carrying his guitar in one hand, he lifted his other arm to wipe the sweat from his forehead. His skin glowed 
golden tones, his beautifully structured jawline and cheekbones defined by the dark shadows. He was grinning 
from ear to ear, his beautiful full lips parted, stretched to reveal his perfect straight teeth. He gazed ahead, 


his eyelids heavy and low, his brow relaxed. His hair, rich and dark, glistened shades of honey and chocolate in 
the light. It sat wavy, bobbing as he moved, tumbling across his shoulders. 


| sat back and watched as he sauntered across the room, and he caught my eye, giving me just a hint of a 


smile, before disappearing into the next room. 


He re-emerged a few seconds later without his guitar, both arms loose and swinging by his side. He walked 


towards me, holding my gaze, looking to his left and right furtively, before holding out his hand to me. 


"Come with me." He spoke in a sensual whisper, and | took his hand. 
He made eye contact with me, his beautiful deep hazel eyes boring into mine. He led me across the room and 
into a small corridor, before unlocking one of the doors and gesturing me in As | entered the room, | held 


John's gaze, and his eyes narrowed slightly as he gave me a smirk. 


He followed me in to the room, and | had a matter of seconds to take in my surroundings before John 


suddenly grabbed me by the shoulders and kissed me. 


| felt like the wind had been knocked out of me, and my legs went weak. | grabbed his arms, unsteady, feeling 
the muscles tensed up beneath his skin. | stepped shakily closer towards him, and wrapped my arms around his 
neck, feeling his hair, warm and soft, tickling my skin, and | breathed in his natural musky scent as | kissed him. 
| felt John's arms go around my waist, his hands dipping beneath my top, caressing my skin, so skilled and 
gentle. 


Kissing John was every bit as amazing as | had dreamed of. | loved his lips, they felt so thick and soft, | just 
couldn't get enough. | kissed him desperately, just wanting to taste him forever. Every so often I'd feel his 
teeth graze against my bottom lip, biting it, pulling at it gently, and my legs would shake, threatening to give 
out on me at any second. 

He knew how weak he was making me. | felt him smile as | fell against him, and his hands held me a little 
tighter. He bit my lip again, a little harder, and a small muffled moan escaped my lips, much to his delight. 
He held me up as my legs finally became so weak | stumbled, and, without warning, lifted me up, his strong 


hands grasping my thighs. He held my body against his, and | clung on to his shoulders. 


By this point he was dragging his lips down my neck, planting kisses, breathing in my ear. | could feel myself 
warming up, my cheeks hot and flushed. | felt him brush his lips against my collarbones, kissing the grooves 
around my neck, pulling my top and bra straps to the side using his teeth. His lips delved further still, and | 
could feel my breaths quicken as he kissed my cleavage. 

As | gave another soft moan into his ear, | felt his grip on my thighs increase, and he pulled my body closer 
to his. | was wearing leggings, and they weren't very thick, so it wasn't hard for me to notice the stiffening in 
John's jeans that had started to become apparent. 

Oh, God. | wanted him. 


As if he read my mind, he pulled me closer to him, rubbing his still-hardening bulge against my warmth, 


watching me intently for my reaction, and giving a sexy little chuckle when | gave the light moans he so 


wanted to hear. 


He gave a low mumble of his own as he continued to slide his arousal against me, teasing me with a taste of 


what was to come. | couldn't handle it anymore. 
"Fuck, John. | fucking need you." 


John gave a small groan, and with that, hoisted me up higher, and strode across the room to a large sofa, 
lined with pillows and cushions. 


He threw me down and stood before me, beautiful, magnificent, all his muscles taut and defined, the bump in 


his jeans extremely obvious now as he lowered one hand and grasped it, outlining its thick and rigid shape. 


| lay back, leaning on my elbows, mesmorised by the way he was biting his lip. He knew how crazy it drove me, 
and he flashed me the most seductive grin, his eyes heavy and bleary. He watched my hand as it wandered 
down my body, and he bit his lip harder, loving the fact that it was all thanks to him that my fingers were 
tracing a delicate trail down my tummy, grazing my hipbones, before disappearing beneath my leggings and 


beginning to soothe the delicious throbbing that this man had caused. 
He lifted his gaze and held eye contact with me. 
"Stop that. No need" He murmured. "Allow me." 


He leant down and crawled on to the sofa. He spread my thighs and knelt before me, and proceeded to run his 
large, gentle hands up my body, bringing my top with them. His fingers caressed my hips and waist, leaving the 
skin feeling soft and tingly. He spread his hands out and his fingers made contact with the underwire of my 
bra, and he waited patiently while | lifted both arms and pulled my top off over my head, and wriggled out of 


my leggings while | was at it. 


Feeling exposed, my pale skin covered in goosebumps, | gave a shiver of anticipation while John's eyes wandered 
over my body, adorned in only my black lace underwear and bra. Still biting his bottom lip gently, he ran his 
hands up and over my bra, before delicately pulling it down. He spread his fingers, and my skin quivered 


beneath his touch. 


He lifted one hand and cupped my chin. | looked up at him, and he leaned forwards and kissed me again. | felt his 
hand trail down my body, following the curves of my chest, my ribcage, and stomach, before pausing briefly, 
resting his hand too close for comfort, his thumb touching my lower abdomen, his fingers resting against my 
inner thighs. 


| squirmed and felt his lips stretch into a smile. He pulled away from the kiss, knelt back a little, and grabbed 
my underwear with his fingers. He yanked them down my thighs, lifting my legs into the air, and pulled them 
clean off. He then held my legs in their spread-eagled position, leaving me feeling extremely exposed. While 


making eye contact with me, his hands made their way up my inner thighs, spreading them as went. 


He shifted forwards, leaning down, until his lips were resting on my lower abdomen. He gazed into my eyes, 
giving me the smile that he knew drove me nuts. | breathed heavily as he teased me, bringing his head back 


until his lips were just mere centimetres from my womanhood. 


He held my gaze as he brought his tongue out to rest against my skin. | gave a full-body shudder, watching 


him, knowing he was loving the frustrated suspense he was forcing upon me. 


His hands held a firm grip around my thighs, holding them apart as he steadily took his tongue and began to 
pleasure me with it, the corners of his mouth twitching with a smile as | attempted to control my breathing 


and my low purrs of excitement. 


As he flicked and curled his tongue expertly, he took the fingers on his right hand and began to gently make 
love to me with them. With his left hand he lifted my leg and pulled it over his shoulder, and pulled my body 


closer. | closed my eyes, savouring every sensation and incredible feeling this man was bringing me. 


When | opened my eyes, the look on John's face was to die for; a look of concentration as he gave me all of his 
attention. He stared down, his brow furrowed as he lifted his head for just a second, and licked his lips. He gave 
his tongue a break and turned his head, starting to use his thick gorgeous lips instead, rubbing them against 
me and kissing my delicate folds with his pout. He made eye contact with me out of the corner of his eye, and 
smirked slightly, loving my ongoing weak sighs and heavy breathing. 


He started to speed up his actions and was met with increasingly louder moans. | lifted my hands from where 
they lay beside my head, and reached forwards, grabbing handfuls of his hair. His fingers were thrusting 
violently now, and it was the most amazing feeling. Too amazing. | was going to need him to stop soon before | 
was pushed over the edge and finished before I'd had what | really wanted. With weak arms, | attempted to 
push his face away. He looked at me, and brought his actions to a rest. 


‘What's wrong? he whispered, gazing into my eyes. ‘Want me to fuck you now? 

With that, he stood up and began to unbuckle his belt, still holding my gaze. He pulled his jeans down just a few 
inches, and | held my breath, admiring the trail of hair leading down to his nether regions, taking in his 
beautifully toned form. My gaze followed his v-lines down until he pulled his jeans further and with his right 
hand, exposed his member, long, thick and fully rigid. He stroked it a couple of times while peering at me, biting 


his lip again, before crawling on to the sofa and edging towards me. 


He crouched above me, still tugging on his junk, his left arm leaning on the bed beside my chest, supporting 
him. 


He brought his face close to my neck, and kissed it, before brushing his lips against my ear. 


"What do you say?" he mumbled. 


"Please," | managed to whisper. 


"Mmm." he moaned, and he pressed his lips against mine, and, biting my bottom lip, | felt him tap the head 
against me, before he slowly and gently slid his length in. 


| gasped. He immediately gave another moan. Pulling away from the kiss, and looked down to watch, he steadily 
withdrew again. As he reinserted, he threw his head back. 


"Oh, God," he whispered, barely able to vocalise his arousal. 


Through bleary eyes | watched his face, absolutely mesmorised by his strongly furrowed brow, his eyes 
squeezed shut, and his beautiful lips wide open. He pulled it back, and opened his eyes to look at me, as he 
pushed it back in. 

"Fuck!" he exclaimed. 

He began to find a steady rhythm. He was waiting for the moans of pleasure that escaped my lips, my heavy 
breathing that had begun to make itself audible. His right hand was gripping my thigh, pushing it to the side, 
making his access easier, his left arm supporting his weight. He worked on his rhythm, thrusting his hips, his 
muscles tight, his hair falling over his face, swinging as he moved. He looked up and | gazed into his glassy, 
heavy eyes. | noticed how red his cheeks were and how little beads of sweat were already starting to make 


their way down his temples. | could feel his breath heavy against my chest. 
"Fuck, John," | wailed through gritted teeth, my voice shaky. 


His right hand let go of my thigh, and he ran his fingers over my skin until he reached my delicate folds. He 
began to rub in circular motions with his deft fingers, knowing it was the key to more wails of pleasure and 


vocalised breathing that he so badly wanted to hear. 


| clutched at the pillows surrounding me, and laid my head back, closing my eyes. | loved the feeling of being 
completely filled, and every time he withdrew | ached for it, needing it. The ongoing pleasure from his fingers 
was building up, and | was sure he could feel me throbbing as he plunged deeper. 

His face was still bearing a look of pure pleasure and concentration, and just that sight alone was enough to 
make me quiver and tingle. My cheeks were warm, my toes were curling, and | arched my back, responding to 
the delicious warm pressure that John was inflicting upon me. 

He reached out and laid his left arm out above my head, and slipped his other hand beneath my curved back, 
holding me as he made love to me. | wrapped my legs around his waist, feeling his warm skin, tense and slightly 


sweaty. | loved pressing myself as close as possible to him. He was up to his hilt inside me. 


He slowed his actions for just a minute, taking time to savour my tightness and slick wetness, and | noticed he 


was biting his lip again. It was driving me so crazy. | couldn't stand it. 


| reached out with both hands and grabbed the sides of his head, and begged him to fuck me harder, my 
pleads coming out in breathless cries. 
He opened his eyes, knelt up, grabbed both my thighs, and showed me that he meant business. He began 


thrusting desperately, violently, an animalistic aura coming over him. He was still biting his lip. | tilted my head 
back, groaning, wailing, breathing so heavily that my throat felt sore and my mouth dry. As | opened my eyes 
and once again took in the sight of John seeing to me with such primal energy and raw pleasure, | realised | 
couldn't take much more. The pleasure was building up, leading to a peak, and | desperately spread my legs 
further, needing him to pound me harder, needing everything he had. 


He noticed the stiffening of the muscles in my legs, and glanced at me, a half smile on his face, and he gave a 
wink as started thrusting faster, giving it all his might. 


That was it. | went over. | grabbed suddenly at the pillows, gasping. 
"Oh, fuck! I'm gonna come, l'm gonna fucking come, John!" 


With that, the pleasure took over, exploding from its central location, tingling across my entire body. My back 
was arching, my toes curling harder than ever. | dug my nails into the pillows, my fists clenched, muscles 
tense. | gave breathless yells, and | swung my own hips in time with John’s, noticing my primal urge to have 
him as deep inside me as possible. 


As he withdrew, he shifted position slightly, purposefully running his length against something extremely 
pleasurable inside me. He thrusted against it madly, watching my expression, noticing that as soon as | came 
down from my first high, another pleasurable wave came over me. | yelled out again, my fists grabbing at the 
already-torn up pillows a second time. This time, the pleasure came from much deeper within It took over, 
spreading warm throbbing deliciousness throughout the depths of my body. | arched my hips, and as John 
withdrew again, | relaxed my tense muscles, and drenched him. He inhaled audibly, staring at me wide-eyed, my 


teeth gritted and my chest heaving. 


"Fuck.l've never had a girl squirt before.." he whispered. He had one hand gripping my thigh, and the other 
steadying my hip, pinning me down as he drew out my orgasm, making sure every inch of me was satisfied, 
slowly bringing his thrusting to a stunned slow-down. 


"God, that was so fucking hot. Fuck." 


He grabbed me again, his length harder than ever. He had the most raw look of pleasure on his face that | had 
ever seen as he grabbed my hips with his hands, pulling me against him as he pushed it back inside me and 
began pounding me again. He was merciless, pure sexual energy, raw groans and growls coming from deep 
within his chest, his mouth wide open and his eyes squeezed shut. The beads of sweat were now dripping from 
his face and shoulders, his hair flying. | watched him concentrate, his thrusting harsh, steady and hasty. He 


threw his head back, and when | began to feel the pulsing sensations inside me, | knew what was up. 


John's mouth fell open and his breathing became even more strained and heavy. His eyes were still squeezed 
shut. He gave a sudden, desperate, almighty growl. 


‘I'm gonna come," he gasped. "Fuck, yeah, I'm gonna come!" 


He bit his lip hard as he thrusted into me harshly, giving an intense groan as he pumped his first load inside 
me. He withdrew and instantly grabbed his manhood and began to furiously jerk it. His chest was heaving as he 
shot another load across my stomach, loud wails and cries escaping his lips. He gritted his teeth as he pumped 
one last shot against my thigh, before staying still, exhausted, his face crimson and sweaty, all the muscles in 
his body beginning to loosen up. 


He sat back, completely spent, a weak smile spreading over his face. His legs began to shake and he flopped 
down on to his side, recovering, pure contentment and euphoria upon his face. | ignored the cum that was 


dripping down my stomach. | wanted to lie here forever and just take in his beauty. 


The rise and fall of his chest, the shine of the 
sweat upon his skin, his hair, beautifully tangled, sitting in beautiful curls over his shoulders. He was breathing 
deeply now, his beautiful lips pouting, his eyes closed. 


There was nothing | loved more. My heart had chosen him. 


